Kale
1.) “I think that we may safely trust a good deal more than we do. We may waive just so much
care of ourselves as we honestly bestow elsewhere. Nature is as well adapted to our weakness as
to our strength.”
2). “For the first week, whenever I looked out on the pond it impressed me like a tarn high up on
the side of a mountain, its bottom far above the surface of other lakes, and, as the sun arose, I
saw it throwing off its nightly clothing of mist, and here and there, by degrees, its soft ripples or
its smooth reflecting surface was revealed, while the mists, like ghosts, were stealthily
withdrawing in every direction into the woods, as at the breaking up of some nocturnal
conventicle. The very dew seemed to hang upon the trees later into the day than usual, as on the
sides of mountains.”
3). “No method nor discipline can supersede the necessity of being forever on the alert. What is a
course of history or philosophy, or poetry, no matter how well selected, or the best society, or the
most admirable routine of life, compared with the discipline of looking always at what is to be
seen? Will you be a reader, a student merely, or a seer? Read your fate, see what is before you,
and walk on into futurity.”
4). “This is a delicious evening, when the whole body is one sense, and imbibes delight through
every pore. I go and come with a strange liberty in Nature, a part of herself. As I walk along the
stony shore of the pond in my shirt-sleeves, though it is cool as well as cloudy and windy, and I
see nothing special to attract me, all the elements are unusually congenial to me.”
5). “Individuals, like nations, must have suitable broad and natural boundaries, even a
considerable neutral ground, between them. I have found it a singular luxury to talk across the
pond to a companion on the opposite side. In my house we were so near that we could not begin
to hear — we could not speak low enough to be heard; as when you throw two stones into calm
water so near that they break each other's undulations.”
6). “Now only a dent in the earth marks the site of these dwellings, with buried cellar stones, and
strawberries, raspberries, thimble-berries, hazel-bushes, and sumachs growing in the sunny
sward there; some pitch pine or gnarled oak occupies what was the chimney nook, and a sweetscented black birch, perhaps, waves where the door-stone was. Sometimes the well dent is
visible, where once a spring oozed; now dry and tearless grass; or it was covered deep — not to
be discovered till some late day — with a flat stone under the sod, when the last of the race
departed. What a sorrowful act must that be — the covering up of wells! coincident with the
opening of wells of tears.”
7). “The light which puts out our eyes is darkness to us. Only that day dawns to which we are
awake. There is more day to dawn. The sun is but a morning star.”

Sam
1). “For many years I was self-appointed inspector of snow-storms and rain-storms, and did my
duty faithfully; surveyor, if not of highways, then of forest paths and all across-lot routes,
keeping them open, and ravines bridged and passable at all seasons, where the public heel had
testified to their utility.”
2). “Both place and time were changed, and I dwelt nearer to those parts of the universe and to
those eras in history which had most attracted me. Where I lived was as far off as many a region
viewed nightly by astronomers. We are wont to imagine rare and delectable places in some
remote and more celestial corner of the system, behind the constellation of Cassiopeia's Chair,
far from noise and disturbance. I discovered that my house actually had its site in such a
withdrawn, but forever new and un-profaned, part of the universe.”
3). “The oldest Egyptian or Hindoo philosopher raised a corner of the veil from the statue of the
divinity; and still the trembling robe remains raised, and I gaze upon as fresh a glory as he did,
since it was I in him that was then so bold, and it is he in me that now reviews the vision. No
dust has settled on that robe; no time has elapsed since that divinity was revealed. That time
which we really improve, or which is improvable, is neither past, present, nor future.”
4). “I rejoice that there are owls. Let them do the idiotic and maniacal hooting for men. It is a
sound admirably suited to swamps and twilight woods which no day illustrates, suggesting a vast
and undeveloped nature which men have not recognized. They represent the stark twilight and
unsatisfied thoughts which all have.”
5). “I have a great deal of company in my house; especially in the morning, when nobody calls.
Let me suggest a few comparisons, that some one may convey an idea of my situation. I am no
more lonely than the loon in the pond that laughs so loud, or than Walden Pond itself. What
company has that lonely lake, I pray? And yet it has not the blue devils, but the blue angels in it,
in the azure tint of its waters. The sun is alone, except in thick weather, when there sometimes
appear to be two, but one is a mock sun. God is alone — but the devil, he is far from being alone;
he sees a great deal of company; he is legion. I am no more lonely than a single mullein or
dandelion in a pasture, or a bean leaf, or sorrel, or a horse-fly, or a bumblebee. I am no more
lonely than the Mill Brook, or a weathercock, or the north star, or the south wind, or an April
shower, or a January thaw, or the first spider in a new house.”
6). “I had three chairs in my house; one for solitude, two for friendship, three for society. When
visitors came in larger and unexpected numbers there was but the third chair for them all, but
they generally economized the room by standing up.”
7). “The hawk is aerial brother of the wave which he sails over and surveys, those his perfect
air-inflated wings answering to the elemental unfledged pinions of the sea. Or sometimes I
watched a pair of hen-hawks circling high in the sky, alternately soaring and descending,
approaching, and leaving one another, as if they were the embodiment of my own thoughts.”

Erin
1). “This small lake was of most value as a neighbor in the intervals of a gentle rain-storm in
August, when, both air and water being perfectly still, but the sky overcast, mid-afternoon had all
the serenity of evening, and the wood thrush sang around, and was heard from shore to shore. A
lake like this is never smoother than at such a time; and the clear portion of the air above it
being, shallow and darkened by clouds, the water, full of light and reflections, becomes a lower
heaven itself so much the more important.”
2). “A written word is the choicest of relics. It is something at once more intimate with us and
more universal than any other work of art. It is the work of art nearest to life itself. It may be
translated into every language, and not only be read but actually breathed from all human lips; —
not be represented on canvas or in marble only, but be carved out of the breath of life itself.
The symbol of an ancient man's thought becomes a modern man's speech.”
3). “As I sit at my window this summer afternoon, hawks are circling about my clearing; the
tantivy of wild pigeons, flying by two and threes athwart my view, or perching restless on the
white pine boughs behind my house, gives a voice to the air; a fish hawk dimples the glassy
surface of the pond and brings up a fish; a mink steals out of the marsh before my door and
seizes a frog by the shore; the sedge is bending under the weight of the reed-birds flitting hither
and thither; and for the last half-hour I have heard the rattle of railroad cars, now dying away and
then reviving like the beat of a partridge, conveying travelers from Boston to the country.”
4). “Some of my pleasantest hours were during the long rain-storms in the spring or fall, which
confined me to the house for the afternoon as well as the forenoon, soothed by their ceaseless
roar and pelting; when an early twilight ushered in a long evening in which many thoughts had
time to take root and unfold themselves.”
5). “Already, by the first of September, I had seen two or three small maples turned scarlet
across the pond, beneath where the white stems of three aspens diverged, at the point of a
promontory, next the water. Ah, many a tale their color told! And gradually from week to week
the character of each tree came out, and it admired itself reflected in the smooth mirror of the
lake. Each morning the manager of this gallery substituted some new picture, distinguished by
more brilliant or harmonious coloring, for the old upon the walls.”
6). “Sometimes I heard the foxes as they ranged over the snow-crust, in moonlight nights, in
search of a partridge or other game, barking raggedly and demoniacally like forest dogs, as if
laboring with some anxiety, or seeking expression, struggling for light and to be dogs outright
and run freely in the streets; for if we take the ages into our account, may there not be a
civilization going on among brutes as well as men? They seemed to me to be rudimental,
burrowing men, still standing on their defense, awaiting their transformation. Sometimes one
came near to my window, attracted by my light, barked a vulpine curse at me, and then
retreated.”

7). “A single gentle rain makes the grass many shades greener. So our prospects brighten on the
influx of better thoughts. We should be blessed if we lived in the present always, and took
advantage of every accident that befell us, like the grass which confesses the influence of the
slightest dew that falls on it; and did not spend our time in atoning for the neglect of past
opportunities, which we call doing our duty. We loiter in winter while it is already spring. In a
pleasant spring morning all men's sins are forgiven. Such a day is a truce to vice. While such a
sun holds out to burn, the vilest sinner may return. Through our own recovered innocence we
discern the innocence of our neighbors.”

Lindsay
1). “The echo is, to some extent, an original sound, and therein is the magic and charm of it. It is
not merely a repetition of what was worth repeating in the bell, but partly the voice of the wood;
the same trivial words and notes sung by a wood-nymph.”
2). “I have never felt lonesome, or in the least oppressed by a sense of solitude, but once, and
that was a few weeks after I came to the woods, when, for an hour, I doubted if the near
neighborhood of man was not essential to a serene and healthy life. To be alone was something
unpleasant. But I was at the same time conscious of a slight insanity in my mood, and seemed to
foresee my recovery. In the midst of a gentle rain while these thoughts prevailed, I was suddenly
sensible of such sweet and beneficent society in Nature, in the very pattering of the drops, and in
every sound and sight around my house, an infinite and unaccountable friendliness all at once
like an atmosphere sustaining me, as made the fancied advantages of human neighborhood
insignificant, and I have never thought of them since. Every little pine needle expanded and
swelled with sympathy and befriended me. I was so distinctly made aware of the presence of
something kindred to me, even in scenes which we are accustomed to call wild and dreary, and
also that the nearest of blood to me and humanest was not a person nor a villager, that I thought
no place could ever be strange to me again.”
3). “With thinking we may be beside ourselves in a sane sense. By a conscious effort of the
mind we can stand aloof from actions and their consequences; and all things, good and bad, go
by us like a torrent. We are not wholly involved in Nature. I may be either the driftwood in the
stream, or Indra in the sky looking down on it. I may be affected by a theatrical exhibition; on the
other hand, I may not be affected by an actual event which appears to concern me much more. I
only know myself as a human entity; the scene, so to speak, of thoughts and affections; and am
sensible of a certain doubleness by which I can stand as remote from myself as from another.
However intense my experience, I am conscious of the presence and criticism of a part of me,
which, as it were, is not a part of me, but spectator, sharing no experience, but taking note of it,
and that is no more I than it is you. When the play, it may be the tragedy, of life is over, the
spectator goes his way. It was a kind of fiction, a work of the imagination only, so far as he was
concerned. This doubleness may easily make us poor neighbors and friends sometimes.”
4). “A lake is the landscape's most beautiful and expressive feature. It is earth's eye; looking into
which the beholder measures the depth of his own nature. The fluviatile trees next the shore are
the slender eyelashes which fringe it, and the wooded hills and cliffs around are its overhanging
brows.”
5). “In such a day, in September or October, Walden is a perfect forest mirror, set round with
stones as precious to my eye as if fewer or rarer. Nothing so fair, so pure, and at the same time so
large, as a lake, perchance, lies on the surface of the earth. Sky water. It needs no fence. Nations
come and go without defiling it. It is a mirror which no stone can crack, whose quicksilver will
never wear off, whose gilding Nature continually repairs; no storms, no dust, can dim its surface
ever fresh; — a mirror in which all impurity presented to it sinks, swept and dusted by the sun's
hazy brush — this the light dust-cloth — which retains no breath that is breathed on it, but sends
its own to float as clouds high above its surface, and be reflected in its bosom still.”

6). “Then to my morning work. First I take an axe and pail and go in search of water, if that be
not a dream. After a cold and snowy night it needed a divining-rod to find it. Every winter the
liquid and trembling surface of the pond, which was so sensitive to every breath, and reflected
every light and shadow, becomes solid to the depth of a foot or a foot and a half, so that it will
support the heaviest teams, and perchance the snow covers it to an equal depth, and it is not to be
distinguished from any level field. Like the marmots in the surrounding hills, it closes its eyelids
and becomes dormant for three months or more. Standing on the snow-covered plain, as if in a
pasture amid the hills, I cut my way first through a foot of snow, and then a foot of ice, and open
a window under my feet, where, kneeling to drink, I look down into the quiet parlor of the fishes,
pervaded by a softened light as through a window of ground glass, with its bright sanded floor
the same as in summer; there a perennial waveless serenity reigns as in the amber twilight sky,
corresponding to the cool and even temperament of the inhabitants. Heaven is under our feet is
well as over our heads.”
7). “Our village life would stagnate if it were not for the unexplored forests and meadows which
surround it. We need the tonic of wildness — to wade sometimes in marshes where the bittern
and the meadow-hen lurk, and hear the booming of the snipe; to smell the whispering sedge
where only some wilder and more solitary fowl builds her nest, and the mink crawls with its
belly close to the ground. At the same time that we are earnest to explore and learn all things, we
require that all things be mysterious and un-explorable, that land and sea be infinitely wild, unsurveyed and unfathomed by us because unfathomable.”

Tom
1). “All memorable events, I should say, transpire in morning time and in a morning
atmosphere.”
2). “The universe constantly and obediently answers to our conceptions; whether we travel fast
or slow, the track is laid for us. Let us spend our lives in conceiving then. The poet or the artist
never yet had so fair and noble a design but some of his posterity at least could accomplish it.”
3). “How many a man has dated a new era in his life from the reading of a book! The book exists
for us, perchance, which will explain our miracles and reveal new ones. The at present
unutterable things we may find somewhere uttered. These same questions that disturb and puzzle
and confound us have in their turn occurred to all the wise men; not one has been omitted; and
each has answered them, according to his ability, by his words and his life.”
4). “I had this advantage, at least, in my mode of life, over those who were obliged to look
abroad for amusement, to society and the theatre, that my life itself was become my amusement
and never ceased to be novel. It was a drama of many scenes and without an end. If we were
always, indeed, getting our living, and regulating our lives according to the last and best mode
we had learned, we should never be troubled with ennui. Follow your genius closely enough, and
it will not fail to show you a fresh prospect every hour.”
5). “If one listens to the faintest but constant suggestions of his genius, which are certainly true,
he sees not to what extremes, or even insanity, it may lead him; and yet that way, as he grows
more resolute and faithful, his road lies. The faintest assured objection which one healthy man
feels will at length prevail over the arguments and customs of mankind. No man ever followed
his genius till it misled him.”
6). “I learned this, at least, by my experiment: that if one advances confidently in the direction of
his dreams, and endeavors to live the life which he has imagined, he will meet with a success
unexpected in common hours. He will put some things behind, will pass an invisible boundary;
new, universal, and more liberal laws will begin to establish themselves around and within him;
or the old laws be expanded, and interpreted in his favor in a more liberal sense, and he will live
with the license of a higher order of beings. In proportion as he simplifies his life, the laws of the
universe will appear less complex, and solitude will not be solitude, nor poverty poverty, nor
weakness weakness. If you have built castles in the air, your work need not be lost; that is where
they should be. Now put the foundations under them.”

Ken
1). “Books must be read as deliberately and reservedly as they were written. It is not enough
even to be able to speak the language of that nation by which they are written, for there is a
memorable interval between the spoken and the written language, the language heard and the
language read.”
2). “However much we may admire the orator's occasional bursts of eloquence, the noblest
written words are commonly as far behind or above the fleeting spoken language as the
firmament with its stars is behind the clouds. There are the stars, and they who can may read
them.”
3). “Ancient poetry and mythology suggest, at least, that husbandry was once a sacred art; but it
is pursued with irreverent haste and heedlessness by us, our object being to have large farms and
large crops merely. We have no festival, nor procession, nor ceremony, not excepting our cattleshows and so-called Thanksgivings, by which the farmer expresses a sense of the sacredness of
his calling, or is reminded of its sacred origin. It is the premium and the feast which tempt him.”
4). “The scenery of Walden is on a humble scale, and, though very beautiful, does not approach
to grandeur, nor can it much concern one who has not long frequented it or lived by its shore; yet
this pond is so remarkable for its depth and purity as to merit a particular description. It is a clear
and deep green well, half a mile long and a mile and three quarters in circumference, and
contains about sixty-one and a half acres; a perennial spring in the midst of pine and oak woods,
without any visible inlet or outlet except by the clouds and evaporation. The surrounding hills
rise abruptly from the water to the height of forty to eighty feet, though on the southeast and east
they attain to about one hundred and one hundred and fifty feet respectively, within a quarter and
a third of a mile. They are exclusively woodland.”
5). “Standing on the smooth sandy beach at the east end of the pond, in a calm September
afternoon, when a slight haze makes the opposite shore-line indistinct, I have seen whence came
the expression, "the glassy surface of a lake." When you invert your head, it looks like a thread
of finest gossamer stretched across the valley, and gleaming against the distant pine woods,
separating one stratum of the atmosphere from another.”
6). “If we knew all the laws of Nature, we should need only one fact, or the description of one
actual phenomenon, to infer all the particular results at that point. Now we know only a few
laws, and our result is vitiated, not, of course, by any confusion or irregularity in Nature, but by
our ignorance of essential elements in the calculation. Our notions of law and harmony are
commonly confined to those instances which we detect; but the harmony which results from a far
greater number of seemingly conflicting, but really concurring, laws, which we have not
detected, is still more wonderful. The particular laws are as our points of view, as, to the
traveller, a mountain outline varies with every step, and it has an infinite number of profiles,
though absolutely but one form. Even when cleft or bored through it is not comprehended in its
entireness.”

Emily
1). “One young man of my acquaintance, who has inherited some acres, told me that he thought
he should live as I did, if he had the means. I would not have any one adopt my mode of living
on any account; for, beside that before he has fairly learned it I may have found out another for
myself, I desire that there may be as many different persons in the world as possible; but I would
have each one be very careful to find out and pursue his own way, and not his father's or his
mother's or his neighbor's instead.”
2). “The present was my next experiment of this kind, which I purpose to describe more at
length, for convenience putting the experience of two years into one. As I have said, I do not
propose to write an ode to dejection, but to brag as lustily as chanticleer in the morning, standing
on his roost, if only to wake my neighbors up.”
3). “To affect the quality of the day, that is the highest of arts. Every man is tasked to make his
life, even in its details, worthy of the contemplation of his most elevated and critical hour. If we
refused, or rather used up, such paltry information as we get, the oracles would distinctly inform
us how this might be done.”
4). “New England can hire all the wise men in the world to come and teach her, and board them
round the while, and not be provincial at all. That is the uncommon school we want. Instead of
noblemen, let us have noble villages of men. If it is necessary, omit one bridge over the river, go
round a little there, and throw one arch at least over the darker gulf of ignorance which surrounds
us.”
5). “When I was four years old, as I well remember, I was brought from Boston to this my native
town, through these very woods and this field, to the pond. It is one of the oldest scenes stamped
on my memory. And now to-night my flute has waked the echoes over that very water. The pines
still stand here older than I; or, if some have fallen, I have cooked my supper with their stumps,
and a new growth is rising all around, preparing another aspect for new infant eyes. Almost the
same Johnswort springs from the same perennial root in this pasture, and even I have at length
helped to clothe that fabulous landscape of my infant dreams, and one of the results of my
presence and influence is seen in these bean leaves, corn blades, and potato vines.”
6). “Once it chanced that I stood in the very abutment of a rainbow's arch, which filled the lower
stratum of the atmosphere, tinging the grass and leaves around, and dazzling me as if I looked
through colored crystal. It was a lake of rainbow light, in which, for a short while, I lived like a
dolphin. If it had lasted longer it might have tinged my employments and life.”

7). “I left the woods for as good a reason as I went there. Perhaps it seemed to me that I had
several more lives to live, and could not spare any more time for that one. It is remarkable how
easily and insensibly we fall into a particular route, and make a beaten track for ourselves. I had
not lived there a week before my feet wore a path from my door to the pond-side; and though it
is five or six years since I trod it, it is still quite distinct. It is true, I fear, that others may have
fallen into it, and so helped to keep it open. The surface of the earth is soft and impressible by the
feet of men; and so with the paths which the mind travels. How worn and dusty, then, must be
the highways of the world, how deep the ruts of tradition and conformity! I did not wish to take a
cabin passage, but rather to go before the mast and on the deck of the world, for there I could
best see the moonlight amid the mountains. I do not wish to go below now.”

John
1). “That man who does not believe that each day contains an earlier, more sacred, and auroral
hour than he has yet profaned, has despaired of life, and is pursuing a descending and darkening
way.
2). “The whistle of the locomotive penetrates my woods summer and winter, sounding like the
scream of a hawk sailing over some farmer's yard, informing me that many restless city
merchants are arriving within the circle of the town, or adventurous country traders from the
other side. As they come under one horizon, they shout their warning to get off the track to the
other, heard sometimes through the circles of two towns. Here come your groceries, country;
your rations, countrymen! Nor is there any man so independent on his farm that he can say them
nay. And here's your pay for them! screams the countryman's whistle; timber like long batteringrams going twenty miles an hour against the city's walls, and chairs enough to seat all the weary
and heavy-laden that dwell within them. With such huge and lumbering civility the country
hands a chair to the city. All the Indian huckleberry hills are stripped, all the cranberry meadows
are raked into the city. Up comes the cotton, down goes the woven cloth; up comes the silk,
down goes the woollen; up come the books, but down goes the wit that writes them.”
3). “Mine was, as it were, the connecting link between wild and cultivated fields; as some states
are civilized, and others half-civilized, and others savage or barbarous, so my field was, though
not in a bad sense, a half-cultivated field.”
4). “Our whole life is startlingly moral. There is never an instant's truce between virtue and vice.
Goodness is the only investment that never fails. In the music of the harp which trembles round
the world it is the insisting on this which thrills us.”
5). “I am not aware that any man has ever built on the spot which I occupy. Deliver me from a
city built on the site of a more ancient city, whose materials are ruins, whose gardens cemeteries.
The soil is blanched and accursed there, and before that becomes necessary the earth itself will
be destroyed.”
6). “The phenomena of the year take place every day in a pond on a small scale. Every morning,
generally speaking, the shallow water is being warmed more rapidly than the deep, though it may
not be made so warm after all, and every evening it is being cooled more rapidly until the
morning. The day is an epitome of the year. The night is the winter, the morning and evening are
the spring and fall, and the noon is the summer.”

Rubin
1). “The future inhabitants of this region, wherever they may place their houses, may be sure
that they have been anticipated. An afternoon sufficed to lay out the land into orchard, wood-lot,
and pasture, and to decide what fine oaks or pines should be left to stand before the door, and
whence each blasted tree could be seen to the best advantage; and then I let it lie, fallow,
perchance, for a man is rich in proportion to the number of things which he can afford to let
alone.”
2). “We must learn to reawaken and keep ourselves awake, not by mechanical aids, but by an
infinite expectation of the dawn, which does not forsake us in our soundest sleep. I know of no
more encouraging fact than the unquestionable ability of man to elevate his life by a conscious
endeavor. It is something to be able to paint a particular picture, or to carve a statue, and so to
make a few objects beautiful; but it is far more glorious to carve and paint the very atmosphere
and medium through which we look, which morally we can do.”
3). “Books are the treasured wealth of the world and the fit inheritance of generations and
nations. Books, the oldest and the best, stand naturally and rightfully on the shelves of every
cottage. They have no cause of their own to plead, but while they enlighten and sustain the reader
his common sense will not refuse them. Their authors are a natural and irresistible aristocracy in
every society, and, more than kings or emperors, exert an influence on mankind.”
4). “It is not all books that are as dull as their readers. There are probably words addressed to
our condition exactly, which, if we could really hear and understand, would be more salutary
than the morning or the spring to our lives, and possibly put a new aspect on the face of things
for us.”
5). “I watch the passage of the morning cars with the same feeling that I do the rising of the sun,
which is hardly more regular. Their train of clouds stretching far behind and rising higher and
higher, going to heaven while the cars are going to Boston, conceals the sun for a minute and
casts my distant field into the shade, a celestial train beside which the petty train of cars which
hugs the earth is but the barb of the spear.”
6). “As I walked in the woods to see the birds and squirrels, so I walked in the village to see the
men and boys; instead of the wind among the pines I heard the carts rattle. In one direction from
my house there was a colony of muskrats in the river meadows; under the grove of elms and
buttonwoods in the other horizon was a village of busy men, as curious to me as if they had been
prairie-dogs, each sitting at the mouth of its burrow, or running over to a neighbor's to gossip. I
went there frequently to observe their habits.”

Dominic
1). “How vigilant we are! determined not to live by faith if we can avoid it; all the day long on
the alert, at night we unwillingly say our prayers and commit ourselves to uncertainties.”
2). “I was seated by the shore of a small pond, about a mile and a half south of the village of
Concord and somewhat higher than it, in the midst of an extensive wood between that town and
Lincoln, and about two miles south of that our only field known to fame, Concord Battle Ground;
but I was so low in the woods that the opposite shore, half a mile off, like the rest, covered with
wood, was my most distant horizon.”
3). “With a little more deliberation in the choice of their pursuits, all men would perhaps become
essentially students and observers, for certainly their nature and destiny are interesting to all
alike. In accumulating property for ourselves or our posterity, in founding a family or a state, or
acquiring fame even, we are mortal; but in dealing with truth we are immortal, and need fear no
change nor accident.”
4). “Now that the cars are gone by and all the restless world with them, and the fishes in the
pond no longer feel their rumbling, I am more alone than ever. For the rest of the long afternoon,
perhaps, my meditations are interrupted only by the faint rattle of a carriage or team along the
distant highway.”
5). “We are wont to forget that the sun looks on our cultivated fields and on the prairies and
forests without distinction. They all reflect and absorb his rays alike, and the former make but a
small part of the glorious picture which he beholds in his daily course.”
6). “At length the winter set in good earnest, just as I had finished plastering, and the wind began
to howl around the house as if it had not had permission to do so till then.”
7). “After a still winter night I awoke with the impression that some question had been put to me,
which I had been endeavoring in vain to answer in my sleep, as what — how — when — where?
But there was dawning Nature, in whom all creatures live, looking in at my broad windows with
serene and satisfied face, and no question on her lips. I awoke to an answered question, to Nature
and daylight. The snow lying deep on the earth dotted with young pines, and the very slope of
the hill on which my house is placed, seemed to say, Forward! Nature puts no question and
answers none which we mortals ask. She has long ago taken her resolution.”

Ayah
1). “All change is a miracle to contemplate; but it is a miracle which is taking place every
instant.”
2). “Men esteem truth remote, in the outskirts of the system, behind the farthest star, before
Adam and after the last man. In eternity there is indeed something true and sublime. But all these
times and places and occasions are now and here. God himself culminates in the present
moment, and will never be more divine in the lapse of all the ages.”
3). “Any prospect of awakening or coming to life to a dead man makes indifferent all times and
places. The place where that may occur is always the same, and indescribably pleasant to all our
senses. For the most part we allow only outlying and transient circumstances to make our
occasions. They are, in fact, the cause of our distraction. Nearest to all things is that power which
fashions their being. Next to us the grandest laws are continually being executed. Next to us is
not the workman whom we have hired, with whom we love so well to talk, but the workman
whose work we are.”
4). “This further experience also I gained: I said to myself, I will not plant beans and corn with
so much industry another summer, but such seeds, if the seed is not lost, as sincerity, truth,
simplicity, faith, innocence, and the like, and see if they will not grow in this soil, even with less
toil and manurance, and sustain me, for surely it has not been exhausted for these crops. Alas! I
said this to myself; but now another summer is gone, and another, and another, and I am obliged
to say to you, Reader, that the seeds which I planted, if indeed they were the seeds of those
virtues, were worm eaten or had lost their vitality, and so did not come up.”
5). “It was very pleasant, when I stayed late in town, to launch myself into the night, especially
if it was dark and tempestuous, and set sail from some bright village parlor or lecture room, with
a bag of rye or Indian meal upon my shoulder, for my snug harbor in the woods, having made all
tight without and withdrawn under hatches with a merry crew of thoughts, leaving only my outer
man at the helm, or even tying up the helm when it was plain sailing. I had many a genial
thought by the cabin fire "as I sailed.” I was never cast away nor distressed in any weather,
though I encountered some severe storms. It is darker in the woods, even in common nights, than
most suppose. I frequently had to look up at the opening between the trees above the path in
order to learn my route, and, where there was no cart-path, to feel with my feet the faint track
which I had worn, or steer by the known relation of particular trees which I felt with my hands,
passing between two pines for instance, not more than eighteen inches apart, in the midst of the
woods, invariably, in the darkest night. Sometimes, after coming home thus late in a dark and
muggy night, when my feet felt the path which my eyes could not see, dreaming and absentminded all the way, until I was aroused by having to raise my hand to lift the latch, I have not
been able to recall a single step of my walk, and I have thought that perhaps my body would find
its way home if its master should forsake it, as the hand finds its way to the mouth without
assistance.”

6). “For human society I was obliged to conjure up the former occupants of these woods. Within
the memory of many of my townsmen the road near which my house stands resounded with the
laugh and gossip of inhabitants, and the woods which border it were notched and dotted here and
there with their little gardens and dwellings, though it was then much more shut in by the forest
than now.”

